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yes, my dear, I did call. Have you got any of your -a - what d'ye call it in the house?
Miss Hard. No, sir, we have been out of that these ten days.
Marlow. One may call in this house, I find, to very little purpose. Suppose I should call for a taste, just by way of trial, of the nectar of your lips; perhaps I might be disappointed in that, too.
Miss Hard. Nectar 1 nectar! that's a liquor there's no call for in these parts. French, I suppose. We keep no French wines here, sir.
Marlow. Of true English growth, I assure you.
Miss Hard. Then it's odd I should not know it. We brew all sorts of wines in this house, and I have lived here these eighteen years.
Marlow. Eighteen years! Why one would think, child, you kept the bar before you were born. How old are you?
Miss Hard. O! sir, I must not tell my age. They say women and music should never be dated.
Marlow. To guess at this distance, you can't be much above forty. (Approaching.} Yet nearer I don't think so much. (Approaching.) By coming close to some women they look younger still; but when we come very close indeed -                                       [Attempting to kiss her.
Miss Hard. Pray, sir, keep your distance. One would think you wanted to know one's age as they do horses, by mark of mouth.
Marlow. I protest, child, you use me extremely ill. If you keep me at this distance, how is it possible you and I can ever be acquainted ?
Miss Hard. And who wants to be acquainted with you? I want no such acquaintance, not I. Fm sure you did not treat Miss Hardcastle that was here awhile ago in this obstropalous manner. I'll warrant me, before her you looked dashed, and kept bowing to the ground, and talked, for all the world, as if you was before a justice of peace.